order. All that was best in his ancestors was repeated in his
person. Like his grandfather, King Edward IV, who was
the handsomest man in Europe of his age, he was tall, and
from his grandmother, Elizabeth Woodville, he received his
good looks. He was a lover of all manly exercises. During
his progresses through the country he occupied himself
every day in shooting, dancing, wrestling, casting the bar,
playing on the recorders, the flute, the virginals, or writing
songs and ballads and setting them to music. His love of
learning and of the fine arts was a joint legacy from his father
and his grandmother, Margaret, Countess of Richmond, In
his appetites he fulfilled very accurately Froude's famous
description of the English of those times—" A sturdy high-
hearted race, sound in body and fierce in spirit which, under
the stimulus of those great shins of beef, their common diet,
were the wonder of the age," Like all the Tudors, he was
masterful and overbearing, hating to be baulked in the
gratification of his slightest whim, and uncontrollable when
his passions were aroused.
That is the background which will be found in all the
portraits of Henry VIII. But under the brushes of the rival
schools of artists, two diametrically opposed pictures emerge.
In the one he is depicted, not as an inconstant husband with
a rough and ready method of ridding himself of a wife who
was an encumbrance, but merely as a man who was singularly
unfortunate in his matrimonial alliauces.
Had he not been forced at an early age into an incestuous
marriage with his deceased brother's wife, Catherine of
Arragon, and did he not naturally set her aside when the
passage of time had matured his moral and spiritual intelli-
gence ? Anne Boleyn whom he next took to his bed was a
woman wholly given over to vice and utterly unworthy of
his great love. What other course had he except to send her
to the block and marry Jane Seymour within ten days ?
Unfortunately this good wife died in giving birth to the

